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begin, most of us were so eager to get to grips with our joi that we needed no special persuasion to leave the fleshpot of Naples for the rural delights of Vairano. In the long lul before the coming storm it was a pleasant place, or woul< have been if our restless consciences had allowed us to si waiting, instead of which we had to go tearing up and dowr the highways and byways, breathing in the dust and search ing for stories. I met many new and old friends in the camp Chief among the old ones was Edwin Tetlow, of the Daili Mail, whom I had known at Dover—an obvious though no1 typical North-countryman, lean, sometimes anxious, with the deep crow's feet of the experienced campaigner at the corners of his eyes, tireless in pursuit of a good story. Owing to the transport shortage we had to "team up" with somebody, and it was natural that it should be Tetlow, whose somewhat conspiratorial manner concealed a loyal disposition, a lively sense of humour and dogged perseverance. He and I jeeped many thousands of miles together with scarcely a word of disagreement, which, among the harassed, overworked and neurotic war correspondent fraternity, is saying something.
Most distinguished in appearance, most balanced in behaviour, and the most English of us all was tall, handsome Godfrey Talbot, B.B.C. team leader. He handled his temperamental followers with constant tact and ability. But perhaps the most lovable character was John Redfern, of the Daily Express., known as "the Bishop" because of his ecclesiastical knowledge, something altogether remarkable among his pagan colleagues. John, whom I joined again with the First Canadian Army in Holland, was essentially a gentle man, a man of peace. He had landed at Anzio, and when that operation became exceedingly sticky hung on like a Briton. He was a slight, unmilitary figure, wore large owlish glasses and smoked a Sherlock Holmes pipe. As a personal revolt against the perpetual "old boying," he addressed everybody as "doctor." War strain took a peculiar form. In his dreams he became a bloodthirsty butcher, and the most bellicose man in Italy.
"Mow 'ern down.   Cut 'em up," he would shout, until features of camp life.
